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_ ADVERTISEMEN T. 


HOUGH the mixed Drama of the laſt Age, 
1 called Trap: - Comedy, has been generally con- 
demned by the Critics, and not without Reaſon ; 
yet it has been found to ſucceed on the Stage : Both 
the Comic and Tragic Scenes have been applauded 
by the Audience, without any particular Excepti- 
ons. Nor has it been obſerved, that the Effect of 
either was leſs forcible, than it would have been, if 
they had not ſucceeded each other in the Entertainment 
of the ſame Night. The Tragic Part of this Play has 
been always eſteemed extremely Natural and Intereſt- 
ing; and it would probably, like ſome others, have 
produc'd its full Effect, notwithftanding the Intervention 
of the Comic Scenes that are mixed with it : The Editor 
therefore, would not have thought of removing them, 
if they had ,not been exceptionable in themſelves, not 
only as indelicate, but as immoral : For this Reaſon, he 
has ſuffered ſo much of the Characters of the Porter. 
and the Nurſe to remain, as is not liable to this Objec- 
tion. He is, however, to account, not only for what 
he has taken away, but for what he has added. It will 
eaſily be comprehended, that the leaving out Something, 
made it abſolutely neceſſary that Something ſhould be 
ſupplied ; and the Public will be the more eaſily recon- 
ciled to this Neceſſity, when they are acquainted that the 
Additions are very inconſiderable, and that the Editor 
has done his utmoſt to render them of a Piece with the reſt. 
Several Lines of the Original, particularly, in the Part 
of Jabella, are printed, though they are omitted in the 
Repreſentation. Many Things pleaſe in the Reading, 
which may have little or no Effect upon the Stage. 
When the Paſſions are violent, and the Speeches long, 
the Performers muſt either ſpare their Powers, or ſhor- 
ten their Speeches. Mrs. Cibber choſe the latter; by 
which ſhe has been able to exert that Force and Ex- 
preſſion which has been ſo ſtrongly felt, and ſo ſincerel 
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MEN. 


Count Baldwin, Father to Biron and | 
n. Mr. Berry. 


Dire, marry'd to Jabells, fupposd J Mr. Garrick. 


cls, his younger Brother. Mr. Davies. 
Pilleroy, in Love with Jſabella, mar- J . 5 
en * Yabelia, j Mr. Havard. | 
Sampſon, Porter to Count Baldwin. Mr. Bransby. 
A Child of 1/abella's, by Biron. 
Buljers, a Friend of Biron's. Mr. Jefferſan. 


eus, a Servant to Carlos. Mr. Walker. 


WOMEN. 


| Jil marry'd to Biron and „ Mrs. c. 


leroy. 


. Biros. 8 Mrs. Benner. 


: Officers, Servants, Men and Women. . 
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FATAL MARRIAGE. 


A C Z 'T n I. 
SCENE, before Count Baldwin's Houſe. 


Enter Villeroy and Carlos, 25 TS 


CARLOS. 


N. III Conſtancy of yours will eſtabliſh'an 
K V If Reputation among the Women. 


Vil. If it would eſtabliſh me with La- 


E 


| 5 N N Town was won at laſt, 


Vil. I 22 followed her theſe ſeven Years, and now, 
but live in Hopes. 


Car. But live in Hopes! why, Hope is the 3 55 We 


1 Follow her, Wiler her: 7 Toy 5 


Road, the Lover's Baiting-place.; and for ought 2 


know, but one en ſhort of the Poſſeſſion "of, JO . 8 
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Vil. But my Hopes, I fear, are more of my own 
making, than hers; and proceed rather from my Wiſhes, 
than any Encouragement ſhe has given me. 

Car. That I can't tell : The Sex is very various : 
There are no certain Meaſures to be preſcrib'd, or fol- 
 Jow'd, in making our Approaches to the Women. All 
that we have to do, I think, is to attempt em in 
the weakeſt Part. Preſs em but hard, and they will all 
fall under the Neceſſity of a Surrender at laſt. That 
Favour comes at once; and ſometimes when we leaſt ex- 
pect it. 

Vil. I ſhall be glad to find it fo. 

Car. You will find it ſo. Every Place is to be taken, 
that is not to be relievꝰd: She muſt comply. 

Vil. Pm going to viſit her. 

Car. What Intereſt a Brother-in-Law can have with 
her, depend upon. 

Vil. I know your Intereſt, and I thank you. 

Car. You are prevented; ſee, the Mourner comes; 
She weeps, as ſeven Years were ſeven Hours ; 

So freſh, unfading, is the Memory 
Of my poor Brother's, Biron's Death: 


1 leave you to your Opportunity. 


[Exit Vil. 
Tho' I have ta'en Care to root her from our Foe; 
1 wou'd tranſplant her into Villeroy's 
here is an evil Fate that waits upon her, 
o which, I wiſh him wedded Only him: 
His upſtart Family, with haughty Brow, 
(Tho Villeroy and myſelf are ſeeming Friends) 
Looks down upon our Houſe ; his Siſter too, ' 
Whoſe Hand T aſk*d, and was with Scorn refus'd, 
wes in my Breaſt, and fixes me to Revenge. 
hey bend this Way 


Perhaps, at laſt, ſhe ſeeks my Father's Doors ; 

They ſhall be ſhut, and he prepar d to give 

be Beggar and her Brat a cold Reception. 

That Boy's an Adder in my Path—they come, 
PU tand a-part, and watch their Motions. Le 
neg i 
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The FATAL MARRIAGE, 


Enter Villeroy, with Iſabella and ber little den. 


Ja. Why do you follow me? You know, I am 
A Bankrupt. every way; too far engag d ht 
Ever to make Return ; I own you've been 
More than a Brother to me, my Friend ; 9 5 
And at a Time when Friends are found no woe, 
A Friend to my Misfortunes, 

Vil. I muſt be 
Always your Friend. . 

Ja. I have known, and found you 
Truly my Friend; and wou'd I cou'd be yours; 
But the Unfortunate cannot be Friends: 
Fate watches the firſt Motion of the Soul, 
To diſappoint our Wiſhes ; if we pray 
For Bleſſings, they prove Curſes in the End, 
To ruin all about us, Pray be gone, 
Take Warning, and be happy. 

Vil. Happine 85 
There none for me, without you: Riches, Name, 
Health, Fame, Diſtinction, Place and Quality, 
Are the Incumbrances of groaning Life, 

To make it but more tedious, without you. 


What ſerve the Goods of Fortune for? To raiſe 


My Hopes, that you at laſt will ſhare *em with me. | 


Long Life itſelf, the univerſal Prayer, 

And Heav'n's Reward of Well-deſervers here, 
Wou'd prove a Plague to me; to fee you always, 
And never ſee you mine! ſtill to deſire, 

And never to enjoy! 

La. I muſt not hear you. 

Vil. Thus, at this awful Diſtance, I have ſerv'd 
A ſeven Years Bondage Do [ call it Bondage, 
When] can never wiſh to be redeem'd ? 
No, let me rather linger out a Life 

Of Expectation, that᷑ you may be mine, 
Than be reſtor'd to the Indifference 


Of ſeeing you, without * pleaſing Pain : 


FI 
2 
Ba. 
: 
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P've loſt. myſelf, and never 7 be and, 
But in theſe Arms. I 
Ja. O, I have heard all this! 


But muſt no more——the Charmer is no more : : 


My bury'd Huſband riſes in the Face 


Of my dear Boy, and chides me for my Stay: 


Cart thou forgive me, Child? 
Child. Why, have you done a Fault > You: cry as if 


0 you had: Indeed now, I have done nothing to offend 
you: But if you kiſs me, and look ſo very ſad upon 1 


I ſhall cry too. 


2 a. My little Angel, no, you muſt not cry ; 
Sorrow will overtake thy Steps too ſoon : 


I ſhould not haſten it. 

Vil. What can I ſay ! a 
The Arguments that make againſt my Hopes 
Prevail upon my Heart, and fix me more; 
Thoſe pious Tears you hourly throw away 
Upon the Grave, have all their quick'ning Charms, 
And more engage my Love, to make you mine: 
When yet a Virgin, * ree, and undiſpos'd, 


| Tlov'd, but ſaw you only with my! TN. % 


I cou'd not reach the Beauties of your Soul : 
I have ſince liv'd in Contemplation, 
And long Experience of your growing Goodneſs : 
What then was Paſſion, is my Judgment now, 
Thro'ꝰ all the ſeveral Changes of your Life, 
Confirm'd and ſettled in adoring you. 

La. Nay, then I muſt be gone: If you" re ny Friend, 


If you regard my little Intereſt ; 


No more of this; you ſee, I grant you all 


hat Friendſhip will allow: Be ſtill my Friend; 
That's all I can receive, or have to give: 


Jo uſe me ill; pray leave me to the Trial. 


I'm going to my Father : He needs not an Excuſe 


Vil. I'm only born to be what you wou'd have me 3 
The Creature of your Power, and mult obey ; 


In every thing obey you, I am going: 


3% oY: 325 good Fortune go along with you. (kr. 


Jo. 


The FarTAL I 
Ja. I ſhall need all Your Miner 


Lock'd! and faſt! 

Where is the Charity that us'd to and - 
In our Forefathers hoſpitable. Days 
At great Men's Doors, ready for our Wants, „ 
Like the good Angel of the Famil We 8. 
With open Arms taking the Needy in, 2 


To feed and clothe, to comfort, and relieve em? 75 Yoo el — _ 
Now even their Gates are ſhut againſt their Poor. 
| (ide E A WE 
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Enter Sampſon to ber. 


Samp.. Well, "whar s to do now, I trow? You Eves” 
as loud as if you were invited; and that's more than I 
heard of : But I can tell you, you may look twice about 
you tor a Welcome in a great Man's Family, before you 
find it, unleſs you bring it along with you. 

1/a. I hope I bring my Welcome along with me: : Is 
your Lord at home? | | 

Samp. My Lord at home | 

Ja. Count Baldwin lives here {till ? 

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live bares And I 
am his Porter: But what's that to the Purpoſe, good 
Woman, of my Lord's being at home? 

Ila. Why, don't you know me, Friend? 

Samp. Not I, not I, Miſtreſs; I may have ſeen you be- 
fore, or ſo: But Men of Employment muſt forget their 
Acquaintance; eſpecially ſuch as we are never to be the 


better for. 


overheard bim. 


e 


Nurſe. Handſomer Words would become you, at 5 8 8 : 


mend your Manners, Sampſon: Do you know who OM ou 


prate to? | 1 
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10 IS ABELL A; .. 
Nurſe. Marry, Heav'n forbid, Madam, that I ſhould 
ever forget you, or my little Jewel: Pray go in Iſabella 
goes in with ber Child.) Now my Bleſſing go along with 
you, wherever you go, or whatever you are about. Fie, 
Sampſon, how could'ſt thou be ſuch a Saracen ? A Turk 
would have. been a better Chriſtian, than to have done ſo 
barbarouſly by fo good a Lady. | 

Samp. Why look you, Nurſe, I know you of old: By 

Your Good-will you would have a Finger in every body's 
Pie, but mark the End on't; if I am call'd to Account 
about it, I know what I have to ſay. 
- Nurſe. Marry come up here; ſay your Pleaſure, and 
ſpare not. Refuſe his eldeſt Son's Widow, and poor 
Child, the Comfort of ſeeing him ? She does not trouble 
him ſo often. 

Samp. Not that J am againſt it, Nurſe; but we are 
but Servants, you know: We muſt have no Likings, but 
our Lord's; and muſt do as we are ordered. 

Nurſe. Nay, that's true, Sampſon. 

Sap. Beſides, what I did was all for the beſt : I have 
no. IIl-will to the young Lady, as a body may ſay, 
upon my own Account; only that I hear ſhe is poor; 
and indeed I naturally hate your decay'd Gentry : T 
expect as much as waiting upon as when they had Money 
in their Pockets, and were able to conſider us for the 
Trouble. | O | 8 

Nurſe. Why, that is a Grievance indeed in great Fa- 
milies, where the Gifts, at good Times, are better than 
the Wages. It would do well to be reform'd. 

Samp. But what is the Buſineſs, Nurſe ? You have 
been in the Family before I came into the World : 
What's the Reaſon, pray, that this Daughter-in-Law, 
who has ſo good a Report in every Body's Mouth, is ſo 


> Hittle ſet by, by my Lord ? 


Nurſe. Why, I'll tell you, Sampſon ; more nor leſs ; 
PIE tell the Truth, that's my Way, you know, without 


— adding or diminiſhing. = 


The FATAL MARRIAGE. 11 
Nurſe. My Lord's eldeſt Son, Biron by Name, the 


Son o his Boſom, and the Son that he would have loy'd 
beſt, if he had as many as King Pyramus of Troy. 


Samp. How ! King Pyramus of Troy ! why how many 


had he? 


Nurſe. Why the Ballet ſings he had fifty Sons: But : 


no matter for that. This Biron, as I was ſaying, was 
a lovely ſweet Gentleman, and indeed, no body could 
blame his Father for loving him : He was a Son for the 
King of Spain; God bleſs him, for I was his Nurſe. 


But now I come to the Point, Sampſon; this Biron, 


without asking the Advice of his Friends, Hand over 


Head, as young Men will have their Vagaries, not having 


the Fear of his Father before his Eyes, as I may ſay, 
wilfully marries this Iſabella. 

Samp. How, wilfully ! he ſhould have had her Conſent, 
methinks. 

Nurje. No, wilfully marries her; and, which was worle, 
after ſhe had ſettled all her Fortune upon a Nunnery, 
which ſhe broke out of to run away with him. They 


ſay they had the Church's Forgiveneſs, but I had rather 


it had been his Father's. 


Samp. Why in good Truth, theſe Nunneries, I fee no 


Good they do. I think the young Lady was in the right, 
to run away from a Nunnery: And I think our young 


Maſter was not in the wrong but in marrying without a 


Portion. 
- Nurſe. That was the Quarrel, [ believe, Sampſon. Upon 
this, my old Lord would never ſee him; diſinherited . 


took his younger Brother, Carlos, into F avour, whom he 
never card for before; and at laſt fore d Biron to 80 to 
the Siege of Candy, where he was killed. 

Samp. Alack-a-day, poor Gentleman. 


Nurſe. For which my old Lord hates her, as if the 


had been the Cauſe of his going thither. 


Samp. Alas, alas, poor Lady, ſhe has ſuffer'd fort: ; 


She has liv'd a great while a Widow. 


Nurſe. A great while indeed, for a young Women, | 
Camp. TIN 


Saen. 


F 8 
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Mow: Gad ſol: ak my acme z „en t venture to | 


FOI Count Baldwin, followed by labella and her Child. 
C. Bald. Whoever of your F riends directed you, 


Miſguided, and abus'd you There's your Way; 
I can afford to ſhew you out again ; 


What could you expect from me? 


- Fa. Oh, I have nothing to expect on Earth! f 
But Miſery i is very apt to talk 
I thought I might be heard. 
C. Bald. What can you ſay? 
Is there in Eloquence, can there be in Words 
A recompenſing Pow'r, a Remedy, 
A Reparation of the Injuries, 
The great Calamities, that you have brought 
On me, and mine ? You have deftroy'd thoſe Hopes 


I fondly rais'd, through my declining Life, 


Jo reſt my Age upon? and moſt undone me. 


Say ſtill you are undone, and I will hear you, 


And ſent it to my Wiſhes: Theſe grey Hairs 
Would have gone down in Sorrow to the Grave, 
Which you have dug for me, without the Thought, 
The Thought of leaving you more wretched here. 


IF My Huſband 


Or never had been yours. # 
FTA. T then believ*d 
The Meaſure of my Sorrow then was fall: : 


$55 2 A 
1 

| a #60 
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Je. 1 have undone myſelf too. 
C, Bald. Speak it again : 


With Pleaſure hear you. 
E Would my Ruin pleaſe you ? 
Bald. Beyond all other Pleaſures. 
1/a. Then you are pleas'd—for I am moſt undane; 
C. Bald. I pray'd but bor Revenge, and Heav'n _ 
heard, | 


In. Indeed I am moſt wretched—When I coo 


E. Bald. Would he had never been; J 


as E . W 
80 49 
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The-FaTar MARRIAGE. 13 
But every Moment of my growing Days | 
Makes room for Woes, and adds em to the Sum. 
I loſt with Biron all the Joys of Life: 
But now its laſt ſupporting Means are gone, 
All the kind Helps that Heav'n in Pity rais d, 
In charitable Pity to our Wants 
At laſt have left us : Now bereft of all, 
But this laſt Trial of a cruel Father, 
To fave us both from ſinking. Q my Child 
Kneel with me, knock at Nature in his Heart: 
Let the Reſemblance of a once-lov'd Son 
Speak in this little One, who never wrong'd you, 
And plead the Fatherleſs and Widow's Cauſe. 
Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven, 
As you will need to be forgiven too 
Forget our Faults, that Heav'n may pardon yours. 
C. Bald. How dare you mention Heav*n! Call to mind 
Your perjur'd Vows ; your plighted, broken Faith 
To Heav'n, and all Things holy: Were you not 
Devoted, wedded to a Lite recluſe, 
The ſacred Habit on, profeſt and ſworn 
A Votary for ever? Can you think 
The ſacrilegious Wretch, that robs the Shrine, 
Is Thunder-proof? | | 
Ia. There, there began my Woes. 
Let Women all take Warning at my Fate; 
Never reſolve, or think they can be ſafe, 
. Within the Reach and Tongue of tempting Men. 
Oh! had I never ſeen my Biron's Face, | 
Had he not tempted me, I had not fall'n, 
But ſtill continu'd innocent, and free 
Of a bad World, which only he had Pow'r 
To reconcile, and make me try again. 


C. Bal. Your own Inconſtancy, your graceleſs Thoughts "3 


Debauch'd and reconcil'd you to the World: 
He had no Hand to bring you back again, 
But what you gave him. Circe, you prevaiPd 
Upon his honeſt Mind, transforming him 
From Virtue, and himſelf, into what Shapes 


Y Ou 8 * 
ot 
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14 ISABELLA; oer 
Lou had Occaſion for; and what he did 
Was firſt inſpir'd by you. A Cloyſter was 
Too narrow for the Work you had in Hand:. 
Lour Buſineſs was more general ; the whole World 
To be the Scene : Therefore you ſpread your Charms 
To catch his Soul, to be the In ſtrument, 
The wicked Inſtrument of your curſed Flight. 
1 Not that you valu'd him; for any one, 
Who could have ſerv'd that Turn, had been as welcome. 
Ja. O! I have Sins to Heav'n, but none to him. 
C. Bald. Had my wretched Son | 
 Marry'd a Beggar's Baſtard ; taken her 
Out of her Rags, and made her of my Blood, 
The Miſchief might have ceas'd, and ended there. 
But bringing you into a Family, 
, Entails a Curſe upon the Name, and Houſe, 
That takes you in: The only Part of me 
That did receive you, periſh'd for his Crime. 
*Tis a Defiance to offended Heav'n, | 
Barely to pity you : Your Sins purſue you : 
The heavieſt Judgments that can fall upon you, 
Are your juſt Lot, and but prepare your Doom: 
Expect *em, and deſpair——Sirrah, Rogue, 


How durſt thou diſobey me 
[To the Porter. 


1a. Not for my {elf for I am paſt the Hopes 
Of being heard but for this Innocent— _ 
And — I never will diſturb you more. 
C. Bald. I almoſt pity the unhappy Child: 
But being yours 
3 Ja. Look on him as your Son's ; 
: And let his Part in him anſwer for mine. 
O fave, defend him, ſave him from the Wrongs 
That fall upon the Poor. 
Ci. Bald. It touches me— 
And I will fave him But to keep him ſafe ; 
Never come near him more. 
To. What! take him from me 
ms we mult never part: Tis the laſt Hold 
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_ BATAL Manne _ 
Of Comfort I have left; and when he fails, 


All goes along with him: Ol could you be 
The Tyrant to divorce Life from my Life? 


I live but in my Child. 


No, let me pray in vain, and beg my Bread 
From Door to Door, to feed his daily Wants, 
Rather than always loſe him. 
C. Bald. Then have your Child, and feed him with your 
| Prayer. ; 
You, Raſcal, Slave ; what do I keep you for! 2 | 
How came this Woman in? , 
Samp. Why indeed, my Lord, I did as good as tell 
her, before, my Thoughts upon the Matter 
C. Bald. Did you ſo, Sir ? now then tell her mine : - 


Tell her I ſent you to her. 

[ Thruſts bim towards her. 
There's one more to 8 for. | 
. Camp. my Lord, what I did was in perfect Obe- 
dience to the old Nurſe there : 1 told her what i it would | 
i 15 

C. Bald. What! this was 2 Plot upon me. And you 

too, Beldam, were you in the Confpiracy * Be gone, 

all together : I have provided you an Equipage, now Te | 
up when you pleaſe. She's old enough to do you Ser- 
re I have none for her. The wide World lies before 
: Be gone, take any Road but this to beg or ſtarve 
hl ſhall be glad to hear of you: But never, never ſee 


me more. 
[He drives em off before bin. | 
0 Then Heav'n have Mercy on me | 
[ Exit with her Child, follow'd by 
Sampſon and the Nurſe. 


E » 8 PF. ” * — 
4 4 wg 3 2 Js 


e e the Fingr Aer. 


K 


1s ABE L L &; 


Cr 1 
SCENE continues. 
Enter Villeroy, and Carlos, mecting. 
Vil. TY Friend, I fear to aſk—but [Jabella— 
The lovely Widow's Tears, her Orphan's Cries 
Thy Father muſt feel for them —No, I read, 
I read their cold Reception in thine Eyes — 
Thou pitieſt them tho' Baldwin but I ſpare him 
For Carlos Sake; thou art no Son of his. 
There needs not this to endear thee more to me. 
¶Enmbraces him. 
Car. My Villeroy, the Fatherleſs, the Widow | 
Are Terms not underſtood within theſe Gates |#. 
You muſt forgive him; Sir, he thinks this Woman. 
Is Biron's Fate, that hurried him to Death— 
I muſt not think on't, left my Friendſhip. ſtagger. 
My Friend's, my Sifter's, mutual Advantage 
Have reconcil'd my Boſom to its Taſk. _ 
Voil. Advantage! think not J intend to raiſe 
An Intereſt from. abella's Wrongs. 
Your Father may have intereſted Ends 
In her Undoing ; but my Heart has none ; 
Her Happineſs muſt be my Intereſt, 
And that I wou'd reſtore. 
Car. Why ſo I mean. 
Theſe Hardſhips that my Father lays upon her, 
I'm ſorry for; and wiſh I could prevent: 
But he will have his Way. 
Since there was nothing to be hop'd from her Proſperity, 
ttce Change of her Fortune may alter the Condition of 
13 her Thoughts, and make at laſt for you. | 


Vil. She is above her Fortune. | « 
Car. Try her again. Women commonly love accord- 


ing to the Circumſtances they are in. i. "te 
| e 


* 
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Vil. Common Women may. 

Car. Since you are not aooeſſary to the 3 2 
may be perſuaded to take. the Advantage of other Peo- 
ple's. Crimes. 

Vil. I muſt deſpiſe all thoſe Advantages, 

That indirectiy can advance my Love. 

No, tho' I live but in the Hopes of her, 

And languiſh for th* Enjoyment . thoſe Hopes; 
Id rather pine in a conſuming Want 

Of what J wiſh, than have the Bleſſing mine, 
From any Reafon, but conſenting Love. 

Oh! let me never have it to remember, 

I could betray her, coldly to comply: 

When a clear, generous Choice beftows her on me, 
I know to value the wnequal'd Gift: | 
I would not have it, hut to value it. 

Car. Take your own Way: Remember, what; offer d 
came from a Friend. 

Vil. I underſtand it fo. I'Il ſerve her for herſelf, 


without the Thought of a Reward. 
(Exit. 


Car. Agree that Point between you. If you marry 
her any Way, you doe my Bufineſs. 115 
I know him What ak erous Soul intends 
12 my Plots—FIl-farſt Tt 10 Tabello—- 

keep up Cyr Eager with her too. 


[Exit. 
SCEN E, label Hue. 


"m__ Iſabella and Nurſe: Label., s Little den at "OY 
: oer Eee In 
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3 Things Wy 5 W l 
-And ure no more: The Beggar and the King 
With equal Steps tread forward to their ndG. 
Tho' they appear of different Natures now IS 


Py nin the-reconciling Grave | 150 
5215 Sales. 
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18 ISABELLA ; or, . 
Swallows Diſtinction firſt, that made us Foes, WY 
Then all alike lie down in Peace together. 
When will that Hour of Peace arrive for me! 
In Heav'n I ſhall find it—not in Heaven, 

If my old Tyrant Father can diſpoſe - 

Of Things above—but, there, his Intereſt 


May be as poor as mine, and want a F riend 
As much as I do here. 


berpir 

Nurſe. Good Madam, f be comforted. 

La. Do I deſerve to be this out- caſt Wretch ? 
Abandon'ꝰd thus, and loſt? But *tis my Lot, 
The Will of Heav'n, and T muſt not complain: 

I will not for myſelf: Let me bear all | 

The Violence of your Wrath ! but ſpare my Child: 8 
Let not my Sins be viſited on him: 

They are; they muſt; a general Ruin falls 

On every Thing about me: Thou art loſt, 

Poor Nurſe, by being near me. ; | 

Nurſe. I can — or beg, to do you Service. 

Ja. Cou'd I forget : 
What I have been, I might the better bear 
What I am deſtin'd to: I'm not the firſt 

That have been wretched : But to think how much 
I have been happier !—Wild hurrying Thougits” 
Start every Way from my diſtracted Soul, 

To find out Hope, and only meet Deſpair, 

What Anſwer have I ? 


Enter Sampſon. 


= Samp. Why al very little to the Purpoſe : Like a 
Few as he is, he ſays you have had more already, than 
the Jewels are worth : He wiſhes you would rather think 
of redeeming em, than ere e ae. 
em. Exit Sampſon. 
. 'Tis very well 5 4 15115 901 
So: Poverty at home, and Debts alwoadt:- 902 T 
Nen Fortune bad; my Hopes yet worſe - : 
Wat 


8 
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What will become of men! 
This Ring is all I have left of Value now : 


I was given me by my Huſhand : His firſt Gife 
Upon our Marriage: I've always kept it, | 
With my beſt Care, the Treaſure next my Life: 
And now but part with it, to fupport Life; 
Which only can be dearer. Take it; Nurſe, 
*Twill ſtop the Cries of- Hunger for a Time ; 
Provide us Bread, and bring a ſhort Reprieve, 

To put off the bad Day of Beggary, 

That will come on too ſoon. Take Care of it: 

Manage it, as the laſt remaining Friend 

That would relieve us. [ Exit Nurſe] Heav'n can only tell 

Where we ſhall find another My dear Boy 

The Labour of his Birth was lighter to me 

Than of my Fondneſs now; my Fears for him 

Are more, than in that Hour of hovering Death, 

They could be for myſelf—He minds me not. 

His little Sports have taken up his Thoughts : 

O may they never feel the Pangs of mine. 

Thinking will make me mad : Why muſt I think, 
When no Thought brings me Comfort? 


Nurſe returns. 
Nurſe. O Madam! you are utterly ruin'd and undone. * 
your Creditors of all Kinds are come in upon you: They 
have muſter'd up a Regiment of Rogues, that are come 
to plunder your Houſe, and ſeize upon all you have in the 
World ; they are below : What will you do, Madam? 
| Ta. Do! nothing; no, for I am born to ſuffer. 


Enter Carios to ber. 


Car. 0 Siſter ! can I call you by that Name, 
And be the Son of this inhuman Man, 
Inveterate; to your Ruin ? Do not think 
I am a-kin to his Barbarity : 


'F muſt abhor 1 Father's Viſage of you : Bn 
e 


„ 


* 
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And from my bleeding honeſt Heart, muſt * SO bs 
Pity your loſt Condition: Can you think 
Of any Way that I may ſerve you in? 
But what enrages moſt my Senſe of Grief, 
My Sorrow for your Wrongs, is, that my F ather, 
Fore-knowing well the Storm that was to fall, 
Has order'd me not to appear for you. 
Ta. I thank your Pity ; my — Huſband u 
For diſobeying him: Do not you ſtay 
To venture his Diſpleaſure too for me. 0 
Car. You muſt refolve on ſomething —— [ Exit. 
Ja. Let my Fate 6 neth] 
Determine for me; I ſhall be prepar'd, 
The worſt that can befal me, is to die: 
When once it comes to that, it matters not 1 
Which Way tis brought about: Whether I ſtarve, 
Or hang, or drown, the End is ſtill the ſame ; 
Plagues, Poiſon, Famine, are but feveral Names 
Of the ſame Thing, and all conclude in Death. 
But ſudden Death! O for a ſudden Death, -: © 
To cheat my Perſecutors of their Hopes, a1 
Th' expected Pleaſure of beholding me 
Long in my Pains, lingring in Miſery. 
It will not be; that is deny'd me too. 
Hark, they are coming ; let the Torrent roar : 
It can but overwhelm me in its Fall; 
And Life and Death are now alike to me. 
| Un, the Nurſe leading the Child 


8 E N E oh, and ſhews Carlos and Villeroy 
with the * 


Vil. No farther Violence 
The Debt in all is but four thouſand 8 HEM 
Were it ten times the Sum, I think you Know wr 
My Fortune very well can anſwer it. 2 

You have my Word for this: I'll ſee you paid. 

O,. That's as much as we can deſire : So we have the 
Money, no matter whence i it comes. 


— 


D 
1 
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3 vi J. To-morrow you ſhall have it. 
Car. Thus far all's well 


_ Iſabella, and Nurſe with the Child. 


Andn now my Siſter comes to crown the Work. [46 TX 
Ja. Where are theſe rav ning Blood hounds, that purſue 
In a full Cry, gaping to ſwallow me? 
I meet your Rage, and come to be devour'd : 
Say, which Way are you to diſpoſe of me 
To Dungeons, Darkneſs, Death | 
Car, Have Patience. 
Ta. Patience 
Off. You'll excuſe us; we are but in our Office: 


Debts _ be paid. | 
Ja. M Death will pay you all.  [Diftraftedly. 


Off. While there i is Lak to be had, People will: have 


their W n. 
Vil. Tis very fit they ſhould but pray be gone. 


To- morrow neee 
Exeunt Offers. £5 


Ja. What of To-morrow ? 
Am then the Sport, | 
The Game of Fortune, and her laughing Fools ? 


The common Spectacle, to be expos d 
From Day to Day, and baited for the Mirth 


Of the lewd Rabble ? Muſt I be reſerv d 
For freſh Afflictions? 81 b 

Vil. For long Happineſs 
Of Life, I hope. 1. 
I. There is no Hope for me. 
The Load grows light, when we reſolve to bear: : 
I'm ready for my Triall. | 
N e be calm, 

your F 5M 


"Jo. My My Friends Have Ia Friend? 
A faithful Friend; in your ene Need 


of he came in waves yYOU—— + - 1 
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; Your loit Condition , benen * 


* 


Ja. Save me! How? | mori DIY 
Car. By ſatisfying all your Creditots. BS, 
Ja. Which Way? For what? 

Vil. Let me be underſtood, | 
And then condemn me : You have giw'n me — 
To be your Friend; and in that only Name, 

I now appear before you. I could wiſh 

There had been no Occaſion of a Friend, 


Becauſe I know you hate to be oblig'd ; 


And ſtill more loth to be oblig'd by me. 
Ja. *Twas that I would avoid 


(Alle. 
Vil. 'm moſt unhappy, that my Services | 


Can be ſuſpected to deſign upon you; 


J have no farther Ends than to redeem you 
From Fortune's Wrongs ; to ſhew myſelf at laſt, 
What I have long profeſs'd to be, your Friend : 


Allow me that; and to convince you more, 


That I intend only your Intereſt, 


Forgive what I have done, and in Amends 


(If that can make you any, that can pleaſe you) 


_ FIll tear myſelf for ever from my Hopes, 


Stifle this n in my Soul, 
That has ſo long broke out to trouble you, 
And mention my unlucky Love no more, 


F. his Generoſity will ruin me. 


Alt, 
Vil. Nay, if the Bleſſing of my looking on you 
Diſturbs your Peace, I will do all I can { 


To keep away, and never ſee you more. 


Car. Yau muſt not 
Vil. Could Iſabella ſpeak 


\ Thoſe few ſhort Words, I ſhould be rooted here, 
5 And never move but upon her Commands. 


Car. Speak to him, Siſter ; do not throw away 
A Fortune that invites you to be happy. = 


In your Extremity he begs your Love; 


And has deſerv'd it aobly. Think upon 3 


* 


1 Bury'd, and cold in my dead Huſband's Grave: 
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Tho- now you have a Friend, the Time muſt come 
That you will want one; him you may ſecure 
To be a Friend, a F ather, a Huſband to you. 
Iſa. A Huſband | 
Car. You have diſcharg d your Duty to the Dead, 
And to the Living; tis a Wilfulneſs | 
Not to give Way to your Neceſſities, * 
That force you to. this Marriage. 
Nurſe. W What muſt become at this poor Innocence ? 
[To the Child, 
Car. He wants a Father to protect his Youth, 
And rear him up to Virtue : You muſt bear 
The future Blame, and anſwer to the World, 
When you refuſe the eaſy honeſt Means 
Of taking Care of him. 
Nurſe. Of him and me, 
And every one that muſt depend upon you; 
Unleſs you pleaſe now to privide for us, 
We muſt all periſh. | 
Car. Nor would I preſs you 
Ja. Do not think I need 
Your Reaſons, to confirm my Gratitude : 
I have a Soul that's truly ſenfible _ 
Of your great Worth, and buſy to contrive, 
| - [To Villeroy. 
If poſſible, to make you a Return. 
Vil. O! eaſily poſſible! | 
Ta. It cannot be your Way: My Pleaſures are 


And I ſhould wrong the Truth, myſelf, and you, 
To ſay that I can ever love again. 
Lowe this Declaration to myſelf : 
But as a Proof that I owe all to you, 
If after what I've ſaid, you can reſolve 
To think me worth your Love—Where am I going #2 
You cannot think W tis inan | 

Vil. Impoſſib lee 

La. Tou ſhould not aſk me now, nor mould I grants | 
15 am ſo much oblig 'd, that to conſent 


B 4 ; Word 


. 


COTE 
* Wou'd want a Name to —— 10 Gift: 0 0 | 
*Twou'd fſhew me poor, indebred, an coripelſ 8 
Deſigning; mercenary ; and know 8 1 1 
You would not wiſh to think I could be bought. wy 
Vil. Be bought! where is the Price that can pretend, 
To bargain for you? Not in Fortune's Power. 
The Joys of Heav'n, and Love, muſt be . 
They are not to be fold, and cannot be deſerv d. 


D am 7 


* 
1 5 ; : 


That you may Saur You! are bre 
The little Forms vhich circumſcribe your 41 8 
We differ but in Time, let that be mine. A an [as 0 4 
Ja. You think fit x SN oe 
To get the better of me, and you mall; 728 3 
Since you will have it fo——I ill be , 1 
Vu. I take you at your Word. 2 7 5 LIN 
* Ja. I give you all, figs Sn * 
My Hand; and would I had a 80 to dre: 2 
But if it ever can return Sein, 4 
*Tis wholly yours, a ome no een nh 
Jil. O Ecſtaſy of Joy! ie 3 1007 35. 
ye that to me. If 1 ay Services "= 
If proſperous Days, and kind in 1 ts 15 
If i = Man can fondly 147 1 i. 5 gin 
Can beget Love, Loye ſhall be born again. 1 . 
O Carlos! now my Friend, and Brother too: 11 g 
And Nurſe, I have eternal e for thee. 


j | 2 x £% 
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Send for the Prieſt | "Ne un. 
7 ben; out i e. 
This Night you muſt be mine. 1 
Let me command in this, and alt 1 0 
Shall be devoted to you. „ 2 duids 0 ; 
Ja. On your Word. | ot NN , 


Never to preſs me to put off theſe Weeds, ＋ 55 ö 
Which beſt become my od Tg, Eh 22, 
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vu. Witneſs Hlrawn and Earth" - Fea 
my p Soul, when I do any thing. of 
To ive you a Diſquier, nd . 2 
Car. I long to wiſh you Joy. Un (200.3 03 259 
Fil. You'll be a Witneſs of my Happineſs? 
Car. For once OY SO. (6005 
And give her to ou. W 1 
2 Next my * TAI 
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A C ＋ III. 
SCENE, Count Hihi, Houſe 


Emer Count Baldwin ond Carlos. 


C. Bald. TARRIED to Villeroy, ſayſt than” 
Car. Yes, my 

Laſt Night the Prieſt perform'd his holy 2 

And made em one. ws 
C. Bald. Misfortune join em 
And may her violated Vows pull down 
A laſting Curſe, a Conſtancy of Sorrow _ 
On both their Heads I have not yet forgot 
Thuy ſlighted Paſſion, the refus'd Alliance; 
But having her, we are reveng'd at full. 
Heav'n will purſue her ſtill, pie Villeroy 
Share the Judgments ſhe calls down. 
Car. Soon he'll hate her; _ 

Tho' warm and violent in his Raptures now; 
When full Enjoyment palls his ficken'd Sa 
And Reaſon with Satiety returns, 
Her cold conſtrain'd Acceptance of his Hand, . 
Will gall his Pride, which (tho? of late o erpower d 
By ſtronger Paſſions) will, as they grow weak, 
3 in Sh and pour its Vengeance on her. 


C. _— 
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C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take Example to thy Aa 


Let Biron's Diſobedience, and the Curſfſe 


< bi 


He took into his Boſom, prove a — 2 57 T 
A Monitor to thee, to koep! thy Dutyr 02 1 fn) 
Firm and unſhake n Wy 


Car. May thoſe rankling Wounds - | FS 
Which Biron's Diſobedience gave mpF — 1 b 


Be heal'd by me. 2 


C. Bald. With Tears I thank thee; AE a | Nel 
And may'ſt thou ever feel thoſe inward Joys, 
Thy Duty gives thy Father—but my Son 


We muſt not letReſentment choak our Juſtice; N 
*Tis fit that Villeroy Know he has no Claim 


From me, in Right of Jabella — Biron, 

(Whoſe Name brings Tears) y / hen wedded to this Woman, 
By me abandon' d, ſunk the little Fortune 
His Uncle left, in Vanity and Fondneſs : © 

Jam poſſeſt of thoſe your Brother's Papers, 


Which now are Villeroys, and ſhou'd ought remain, 
In Juſtice it is his; from me to him Ws © 


You ſhall convey them—follow me, and take *em. | 
[Exit C. Bald. 

Car. Ves, I will take em; but eber! part with em, 

I will be ſure my Intereſt will not ſuffer * 

By theſe his high, refin'd, fantaſtic Notions 

Of Equity and Right What a Paradox 60 

Is Man! My Father here, who boaſts his Honour, 

And ev'n but now was warm in Praiſe of Juſtice, 

Can ſteel his Heart againſt the Widow's Tears, 

And Infant's Wants; the Widow, and the Infant 8. 

Of Biron; of his Son, his fav'rite Son. __ 

Tis ever thus weak Minds, who court Opinion, 


| And, dead to virtuous F eelings, hide their Wants Ro 
In pompous Affectation Now to Nllerey— WES 


Eer this his Friends (for he is much belov'd). 3 


Croud to his Houſe, and with their nuptial Songs 


Awake the wedded Pair: Fl join the Thtong, fy x. | 


And in my Face, at leaft, bei J oy and e bas 
eee, eee, een 


The FATAL MarRIlact. 25 


5 C E N E, 4 Hall in Villeroy's Houſe. A 
Band of Muſic, with the Friend ef Villeroy, 


Enter a Servant. 

1/ Fr. Where's your Maſter, my good Friend ? 

Ser. Within, Sir, 
Preparing for the Welcome of his Friends. 

1 Fr. Acquaint him we are here: Yet ſtay, 
The Voice of Muſic gently ſhall ſurpriſe him, 
And breathe our Salutations to his Ear. 
Strike up the Strain to Yilleroy's Happineſs, 
To Jabellg's s: But he's here already. 


Enter Villeroy. 

75 I. My Friends, let me nh N: 
Welcome all—- | | 
What means this Preparation? | (Sb the Mae. 


1 Fr. A light Token 
Of our beſt Wiſhes for your. ur growing Happineſs—— | 


Tou muſt permit our Friendſhip 


Hi. You oblige me | 
1 / Fr. But your lovely Bride, 
That Wonder of her Sex, ſhe muſt appear, 
And add new Brightneſs to this happy Morning. 
Vil. She is not yet p d; and let her WI , 
My worthieſt Friend, determine her Behaviour: 
To win, and not to force her Diſpoſition, 
Has been my ſeven Years Taſk. She will anon, 
5 Speak welcome to you all: The Muſic ſtays. 
[Villeroy and his Friends ſeat themſelves. 


EPITHALAMIUM. 


AIR. Ms YOUNG. 
Let all, let all be gay, 


Begin the rap rous Lay; 
Let Aurtb, let Mirth and Foy a ; 8 
o ths ai . 1 


1SABBLLAj 4 
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; Ye loc wing d Hours, your ed S191 | a 
| Tour dro Flt proare, ii 42 
Bring ev ſoft Den 
--T4 footh the Brave and Bair... 


Hail happy Pair, thus ineach other 5 * r 
Be ever free from Care, ef ev'ry 70 rhe. and as 


I thank you for this Proof of your Atfection: 

Lam ſo much tranſported with the Thoughts 

Of what I am, I — not what I do. 

My Jabella ! but poſſeſſing her, 

Who wou'd not loſe himſel ?—You'tt pardon me: 
Oh! there was 3 wanting to my Soul, 


5 
3. 


But the kind Wiſhes of my orig Friend 
But our Collation waits; Where's Carlos naaw-w ? 
Methinks I am but half myſelf, wiehout him. 


2d Fr. This is wonderful Married a Night and a N 
Day, and yet in Rapture. * 
Vil. Oh! when you all get Wirte and ſuch ; as mine, 

(If ſuch another Wemag can be foundꝰ 1 
You will rave too, doat on the dear Content, KY 
And prattle in their Praiſe out of all Bounds: + | 

I cannot ſpeak my Bus! *Tis in my Head. 
Tis in my Heart, and takes up all my Soul—— 

The Labour of my Fancy. You'll pardon me, 
About ſome twelve Months hence I may begin 


To _ ey Senſe—Walk i in, and 8 me. 


Bu Iſabella 
My Tiabella 0, the 7% of: my Heart, 3 
That I have Leave at laſt to call you mine; 
When I give up that Title to ee 
Of any other Wiſh, be nothing mine 15 
But let me look upon you, view you . 
ST * * welcome Gallantry indeed. | 


3 ** 
N 
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1 duſt not afk, but it was Kind to grant, 

Juſt at the Time: "Diſpenſing With yout bees 
Upon our Bridal Dacyp 3 
Ila. Black might be ominous lte Lf 
I would not bring ill Luck along with me. 


Vil. Oh! if your melancholy Thoughts could change 


With ſhifting of your Dress Tune has done Cures 
Incredible this Way, and may again. | 
Ta. I could have wiſh'd, 155 you had thought; it bt, 
Our Marriage had not deen ſo public. 
Vil. Do not you grudge me my Exceſs of Love: 
That was a Cauſe i it could not be conceal'd: 
Beſides, *twould injure the Opinion 
I have of my good Fortune, having you; 5 
And leſſen it in other People's Thoughts, | 
Buſy on ſuch Occaſions to enquire, 
Had it been private. » 
Ja. I have no more to ſay. 


Enter Carlos. 

Vil. My Carlos too, who came in to o the Support 
Of our bad Fortune, has an honeſt Right, 
In better Times, to ſhare the Good with us. 

Car. I come to claim that Right, to ſhare your r 7 
To wiſh you Joy; and find it in myſelf; 
For a Friend's Happineſs reflects a F 
A kindly Comfort, into every Heart 
That is not envious. 

Vil. He muſt be a Friend, - 
Who is not envious of a Happineſs | 
So abſolute as mine; but if you are AIST 
(As I have Reaſon to belieye you are) 
Concern'd for my Well-being,” there's the Cauſe ; 
Thank her for 5 5 I am, and what muſt be. 


I ſee you mean a ſecond Entertainment: ; 
My deareſt Habella, you muſt hear by 
The 1 of my Friends, from thee they n, 


5 1 | 7 4 


Len ben, 


\ 
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* N, Virtues have diffus: d themſelves around, 
And made them all as happy as myſelf. 
Ja. I feel their Favours with a gina Heart, 
And nur comply. 


F RECIT. 


Tate the Gifts the Gods intend ye; 


Grateful meet the proſfer d 75 ; 
Truth and Honour ſhall attend ye; 


Charms that ne er can change or cloy. 


\ 


 DUETTO. M. B EAR P. 


O, the Raptures of Poſſe ng, 
Ti aking Beauty to thy Arms : 


Mp YOUNG. 


O the Foy, the laſting Bleſſing, 
When with Virtue Beauty charms ! 


: Mr. BEAR D. 
\ Parer Flames ſhall gently warm * ; 
| A % YOUNG. 
| Love and Honour both ſhall charm thee. 
BOTH. 
O the Raptures of, &c. &c. 
CHORUS. 
Far from hence be Care and Strife, 
Far, the Pang that tortures Life : 


May the circling Minutes prove 
1 Round of Peace and Love ! 


* *** 


 » Car. © 
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Car. Lou ll cake my Advice another Time, Siſter. 
Vil. What have you done? A riſing Smile 
Stole from her Thoughts, 7 n on ber Cheek, 
And you have daſh'd it. 
Car. J am ſorry fort. 
Vil. My Friends, will you forgive me, when I own, | 
I muſt prefer her Peace to all the World? 
Come, Pabel, let us lead the Way: 
Within we'll ſpeak our Welcome to our F riends, | 
And crown the 1 F en n 1 5 
be [ Exeunt. 


80 N E. 1 Nils. 
Enter Sampſon” and Nurſe. 


Samp. Ay, marry Nurſe, here's a Maſter indeed! 
Hel double our Wages for us! If he comes on as faſt 
with my Lady, as he does with . enen, we are all 
in the Way to be well pleas'd. 

NMurſe. He's in a rare Humor x if ſhe be in as good 
a one 
Samp. If ſhe be, marry, we may e en ſay, they have 
t it upon one another. 

Nurſe. Well; why don't you go back again to your 
old Count? You thought your Throat cut, I warrant 
you, to be turn'd out of a Nobleman's Service. | 

Samp. For the future, I will never ſerve in a Houſe, 
where the Maſter or Miſtreſs of it lie ſingle : They 
are out of Humour with every Body, when they are 
| e pleas'd themſelves. Now, this Matrimony makes 

very thing go well: There's Mirth, and Money ſtir- 

Ting about, when thoſe Matters go as they ſhould do. 

Nurſe. Indeed, this Matrimony, Sampſon—— 18 

Samp. Ah, Nurſe! this Matrimony is a very good 

Thing But, what now my Lady is marry'd, I goo 
we ſhall have Company come to the Houſe : There's 
ſomething always coming from one Gentleman or other 
upon thoſe Occaſions, it my Lady loves Seu, 1 5 
| ** 8 


* 


wt 
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Maſter ! _ be ſee 
n. Oaks, en we 2 tte. 


Enter - Villeroy — a Lune, and label. a - 
Vi. I muſtaway this Moment—ſee his Letter, TRY 
Sign'd by himſelf : Alas ! he cou'd no more; 
"My Brother's deſperate, and cannot die 
In Peace, but in my Arms. $:roc1} | 
La. So ſuddenly ! V 
Vi. Suddenly taken, on \ the Road to Bruſſis, 
To do us Honour, Love; unfortunate! 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all thoſe Charms, 
Tho” cold to me and dead. 
Ja. I'm ſorry for the Cauſe. 
Vil. O! cou'd I think, 
Cov'd I perſuade myſelf that your Concern 
For me, or for my Abſence, were the 8 = H 
The Fountain of theſe melancholy Thoug 1 71 
My Heart wou'd dance, ſpite of the fad — BY 
And be a gay — in my Journey; 


— 


dee Carlos from Supper. 


My god cal, why have you lefemy Friends? | 2 blo 
Car. They are Home 

They ſaw. ſome ſudden melancholy News. 

Had ſtolen the lively Colour from your Wong the 

Tou had withdrawn, the Bride een had follow'd,- 

Meer Ceremony had been Conſtraint ; and this 

Good-natur'd — 796 Sauk "46d 


90 


Vil. Was the more ob 
There, Carlas, is the Cane 
[Gives the Late 
| Cor. Unlucky Accident 1 | 
I Archbiſhop of Malines, your worthy Brother, 


Wich him To- night? Siſter, will Fon Nit it ? at 
1 2 It muſt be ſo. : y OOH. - 
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La. You hear it muſt be ſo. 
Vil. Oh, that it muſt ! 
Car. To leave your Bride ſo ſoon ! 
Vil. But having the Poſſeſſion of my Love, 
I am the better able to ſupport - 
My Abſence, in the Hopes of my Return. 
Car. Your Stay will be but ſhort ? 
Vil. It will ſeem long 
The longer that my {jabella ſighs: ; 
I ſhall be jealous of this Rival, Grief, 
That you indulge, and fondle in my Abſence. 
It takes ſo full Poſſeſſion of thy Heart, 
There i is not Room enough for mighty Love. 


Enter Servant, and bows. 


My 888 wait: Farewel, my Love! you, on 

Will a& a Brother's Part, "ill I return, 

And be the Guardian here. All, all I have 

That's dear to me, I give up to your Care. | 

Car. And J receive her as a Friend and Brother. 
Fil. Nay, ſtir not, Love; for the Night-Air 1 is cold, 

And the Dews fall—here be our End of Parting ; 


Carlos will ſee me to my Horſe. 
[Exit with Carlos. 


1h. O, may thy Brother better all our Hopes 5 
A ſuden Melancholy bakes my Blood; 
Forgive me, Villerc I do not find 
That chearful Gratitude thy Service aſks : 
Yer, if I know my Heart, and ſure I do, 
is not averſe from honeſt Obligation. 
'Vilto my Chamber, and to Bed; my Mind, 


My haraſs'd Mind is weary. By 
Exit. 


End of the TRI RD ACT. 
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ACT 
SCEN E, tbe Street. 
Biron and Bellford, juſt arriv'd. | 


Bir. H E longeſt Day will have an End: We are 
got Home at laſt. 


Bel. We have got our Legs at Liberty; and Liberty 


is Home, where-&er we go: Tho' mine lies moſt in 


England. | 
| Bir. Pray let me call this yours: For what I can com- 
mand in Bruſſels, you ſhall find your own. I have a 
Father here, who, perhaps, after ſeven Years Abſence, 
and coſting him nothing in my Travels, may be glad to 
ſee me. You know my Story —How does my Diſguiſe 
become me? 

Bel. Juſt as you would have it; *tis natural, and will 
conceal you. a 
Bir. To-morrow you ſhall be ſure to find me here, as 
early as you pleaſe. This is the Houſe; you have ob- 
ſerv'd the Street. 

Bel. J warrant you; I han- t many Viſits to make, be- 
fore I come to you. 

Bir. To-nightI have ſome Affairs, that will oblige me. 
to be private. 

Bel. A good Bed is the privateſt Affair that I deſire 
to be engaged in to-night; your Directions will carry me 
to my Lodgings. 

[Exit. 
Bir. Good Night, my Friend. 1 
1 | Knocks . 
The long: expected Moment is arriv'd ! 

And if all here is well, my paſt Sorrows - 
Will only heighten my Exceſs of Joy ; 

And nothing will remain to with or hope for #8 
Biron 


„ 
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Biron knocks again. Sampſon enters to him. 


Sam. Who's there ? What would you have ? 
Bir. Is your Lady at home, Friend? 
Samp. Why, truly Friend, it is my Employment to 


anſwer impertinent Queſtions: But for my Lady's be- 


ing at Home, or no, that's juſt as my Lady pleaſes. _ 
Bir. But how ſhall I know, whether it pleaſes her or no? 
Samp. Why, if you'll take my Word for it, you may 
carry your Errand back again: She never pleaſes to ſee 
any body at thisTime of Night, that ſhe does not know ; 
and by your Dreſs and Appearance, I am ſure, you mult 
be a Stranger to her. | | 
Bir. But I have Buſineſs; and you don't know how 
that may pleaſe her. | | 
Samp. Nay, if you have Buſineſs, ſhe is the beſt Judge, 
whether your Buſineſs will pleaſe her or no : Therefore I 
will proceed in my Office, and know of my Lady, whe- 
ther or no ſhe is pleas'd to be at Home, or no— 


[ Going. 


Enter Nurſe to them. 


Nurſe. Who's that you are ſo buſy withal ? Methinks 


you might have found out an Anſwer in fewer Words : 
But Sampſon, you love to hear yourſelf prate ſometimes, 


as well as your Betters, that I muſt ſay for you. Let me 


come to him. Who would you ſpeak with, Stranger ? 
Bir. With you, Miſtreſs, if you can help me to ſpeak 


to your Lady. 


* Nurſe. Yes, Sir, I can help you in a civil Way: But : . 


* g — 
A - r 


can no body do your Buſineſs but my Lady? 


Bir. Not fo well; but if you'll carry her this Ring, 


ſhe'll know my Buſineſs better. 


Miurſe. There's no Love-Letter in it, 1 hope : You 
look like a civil Gentleman. In an honeſt Way, I may.” 


. [Exit Nurſe, © © > 


bring you an Anſwer, 


Bir. 


7 . Y FT 2 N oy n * O A 9 7 ” 7 * 
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Bir. My old Nurſe, only a little older! They ſay the 
Tongue grows always. Mercy on me! then her's is ſeven 
Years longer, ſince I left her. Yet there's ſomething in 
theſe Servants Folly-pleaſes me: The cautious Conduct 


of the Family appears, and ſpeaks in their — 
Well, Miſtreſs 


5 5 LIP®,” x" ff, * 
a 7 1. 9 


o a 


Nurſe returns. 
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Nurſe. J have deliver'd your Ring, Sir; pray Heav'n, 
you bring no bad News along with you. 

Bir. 2 ite contrary, I hope. 

Nurſe. Nay, I hope ſo too; but my Lady was very 
much ſurpriz'd — I gave it her. Sir, I am but a Ser- 
vant, as a body may ſay; but if you'll walk in, that I may 
ſhut the Doors, for we keep very orderly Hours, I can 
ſhow you into the Parlour, and help you to an Anſwer, 
perhaps as foon as thoſe that are wiſer. [ Exit. 

Bir, T'll follow you 
Now all my Spirits hurry to my Heart, 
And every Senſe has taken the Alarm 
At this approaching Interview! 
Heav*ns ! how I tremble ! 


—— 2 — FR 
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[Exit into the Houſe. 


SCENE, Chamber. 


Enter Iſabella, 
I. Lre heard of Witches, Magick Spells, and 
WL Charms, 

That have made Nature ftart from her old Courſe : 
The Sun has been eclips'd, the Moon drawn down 
| From her Career, ſtill paler, and ſubdu'd | 

To the Abuſes of this under World: | 

Now I believe all poſſible. This Ring, 

This little Ring, with necromantic Force, 
Has rais'd the Ghoſt of Pleaſure to my Fears: 

Conyur'd the Senſe of Honour, and of Love, 


* LR ck: ; ah they * me from myſelf: 
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I dare not think of them | 
III call you when I want you. [Servant goes out. 


Enter Nurſe. 


Nurſe. Madam, the Gentleman's below. 
Ta. I had forgot pray let me ſpeak with him. 
[ Exit Nurſe. 

This Ring was the firſt Preſent of my Love 
To Biron, my firſt Huſband : I muſt bluſh 
To think I have a ſecond. Biron dy'd 
(Still to my Loſs) at Candy; there's my Hope. 
O] do I live to hope that he dy'd there 

It muſt be ſo: He's dead ; and this Ring left 
By his laſt Breath, to ſome known faithful Friend, 


To bring me back again; 
[Biron introducd NM arſe retires, 


That's all I have to truſt to 
My Fears were Woman's. I have view'd him all : 
And let me, let me fay it to myſelf, 
I live again, and riſe but from his Tomb. 
Bir. Have you forgot me quite? 
Ja. Forgot you! 
Bir. Then fare wel my Diſguiſe, and my | Misforru nes. 
My 1/abella ! 
| He goes to ber be Jorighs, and falls in a Sevcon. 
Ta. Ha! | 
Bir. O] come again: 
Thy Biron ſummons thee to Life and Love ; 
Once I had Charms to wake thee : 
Thy once lov'd, ever loving Huſband calls— 
Thy Biron ſpeaks to thee. 2 
Ja. My Huſband ! Biron? 


ir. Exceſs of Love and Joy, for my Return, _ 
Has overpower'd her—T was to blame > ACK | 
To take thy Sex's Softneſs unprepar d: 
But ſinking thus, thus dying in my Arms, 
iT his LECONY has made n more 
Ss „ | 3 
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Than Words could ſay : Words may be counterfeit, 
Falſe coin'd, and current only from the Tongue, 
Without the Mind ; but Paſſion's in the Soul, 
And always ſpeaks the Heart. 
. TR have I been ? Why do you keep him from 
me! 
I know his Voice: My Life upon the Wing, 
| Hears the ſoft Lure that brings me back again: 
*Tis he himſelf, my Biron, the dear Man! 
My true lov'd Huſband ! Do I hold you faſt, 
Never to part again? Can I believe it? 
Nothing but you could work ſo great a Change. 
There's more than Life itſelf in dying here: 
If I muſt fall, tis welcome in theſe Arms. 
Bir. Live ever in theſe Arms. 
Ja. But pardon me, | 
Excuſe the wild Diſorder of my Soul: 
The ſtrange, ſurprizing Joy of — you, 
Of ſeeing you again, diſtracted me 
Bir. Thou ever laſting Goodneſs! 
Ja. Anſwer me: 
What Hand of Providence has brought you back 
To your own Home again? O ſatisfy 
Th' Impatience of my Heart : I long to know 
The Story of your Sufferings. You wou'd think 
Your Pleaſures Sufferings, 61 long remov'd 
From Jabella's Love: But tell me all, 
For every Thought confounds me. 
Bir. My heſt Life; at Leiſure, all. 
= We dos ght you dead; kill'd at the Siege of Candy, 
3 #. There I fell among che Dead; 
Baut Hopes of Life reviving from my Wounds, 
| I was preſerv*d, but to be made a Slave: 
I often writ to my hard Father, but never had 
An Anſwer. I writ to thee too 
Ja. What a World of Woe 
EE been prevented, but in hearing from you | 
Bir. Alas! thou could fot cel me. 


98 Jar . 
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Ja. You do not know how much I cou'd ha' done; ; 
At leaſt, I'm ſure I cou'd have ſuffer d all : 
I wou'd have ſold myſelf to Slayery, 
Without Redemption; giv'n up my Child, 
The deareſt Part of me, to ba elt Wants- 
Bir. My little Boy 
Ja. My Life, but to have bead 
You were alive which now too late J find. 


[Afde, 
Bir. No more, my Love, complaining of the Pe 
We loſe the preſent Joy. *Tis over Price In 
Of all my Pains, that thus we meet "> £680 
I have a thouſand Things to ſay to thee— ee” 
Ja. Wou'd I werk paſt the Hearing. 9 Afae. 
Bir. How does my Child, my Boy, my F aher too? 
I hear he's living ſtill. 
1a. Well both, both wells 4 
And may he prove a Father to your Hopes, "> 4 
Though we haye found him none. es, 
Bir. Come, no more Tears. 
Ja. Seven long Years of Sorrow for your Lag 3 
Have mourn'd with me 
Bir. And all my Days behind 
Shall be employ'd in a kind Reconipenſe | | 
For thy Afflictions Can't I ſee my Boy? 8 
Ja. He's gone to Bed: I'll have him brought to you. 
Bir. To-morrow I ſhall ſee him; I want Reſt 
Myſelf, after my weary Pilgrimage. | 
Ja. Alas! what ſhall I get for you? | 
Bir. Nothing but Reſt, my Love] To- night mold: not 
Be known, if poſſible, to your Family: 8 
I ſee my Nurſe is with you; her Welcome | 
Wou'd be tedious at this Time'; 1 r. 
To-morrow will do better. 90 pe: 
I, I'll diſpoſe of her, and order every thing... . 
As you wou'd have 1 it, | 


1 
Bir. Grant me but Life, good Heayn, and give fe 
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To make this wond'rous Goodneſs ſome Amends; 
And let me then forget her, if I can! 
O!] ſhe deſerves of me much more, than I 
Can loſe for her, though I again cou'd venture 
A Father, and his Fortune, for her Love 
You wretched Fathers, blind as Fortune all ! 

Not to perceive that ſuch a Woman's Worth 
Weighs down the Portions you provide your Sons : 
What is your Traſh, what all your Heaps of Gold, 
Compar'd to this, my Heart-felt Happineſs ? 8 

[ Burſts into Tec ny | 
What has ſhe, in my Abſence, undergone ? \ I 
I muſt not think of that ; it drives me back 
nds myſelf, the fated Cauſe of all. 


Iſabella returns. 


1a. L have obey d your Pleaſure 1 ot 
Every Thing is ready for you. 
Bir. I can want nothing here; poſſeſſing thee, © 
All my Deſires are carry 25 to their Aim 
Of Happineſs ; there's no Room for a Wiſh, 
But to continue ſtill this Bleſſing to me : 
I know the Way, my Love, I ſhall ſleep ſound. 
Ja. Shall I help Ka undreſs you ? 
Bir. By no Means; 
I've been ſo long a Slave to others Pride, 
To learn, at leaſt, to wait upon myſelf ; 
Yow'll make Haſte after 
[Goes in. 
Ja. Tl but ſay my Prayers, and follow Net 5 
My Prayers! no, I muſt never pray again. : 
Prayers have their Bleſſings to reward our Hopes : 
But I have nothing left to hope for more. 
What Heav'n cou'd give, I have enjoy'd ; but now . 
The baneful Planet riſes on my F. ate, 
And what's to come, is a long Line of | Woe: 5 
* 1 ay Nn it — 
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I promis d him to follow——Hun ! 
Is he without a Name? Biron, my Huſband, 


To follow him to Bed my Huſband ! ha! 

What then is Villeroy? But Yeſterday 

That very Bed receiv'd him for its Lord; 

Yet a warm Witneſs of my broken Vows. 

O Biron ! hadſt thou come but one Day ſooner, 

I wou'd have follow'd thee through Beggary; 

Through all the Chances of this weary Life : 

Wandet'd the many Ways of Wretchedneſs 

With thee, to find a hoſpitable Grave 

For that's the only Bed that's left me now. 
[/Preping. 


What's to be Ame, or ſomething muſt be done. 
Two Huſbands ! yet not one! by both enjoy'd, 

And yet a Wife to neither ! hold my Brain 

This is to live in common! Very Beaſts, 
That welcome all they meet, make juſt ſuch Wives. 
My Reputation! O, *rwas all was left me: 

The virtuous Pride of an uncenſur'd Life; 

Which, the dividing Tongues of Biron's Wrongs, 
And Villeroy s Reſentments, tear aſunder, 

To gorge the Throats of the blaſpheming Rabble, 

This is the beſt of what can come To-morrow, 
Beſides old Baldewin's Triumph! in my Ruin: 

] cannot bear it 
Therefore no Morrow : Ha! a lucky Thought 

Works the right Way to rid me of em all; 

All the Reproaches, Infamies, and Scams; 

That every Tongue and Finger will find for me, 

Let the juſt Horror of my Apprehenfions 

But keep me warm no matter what can come, 
*Tis but a Blow—yet I will ſee him firſt 
Have a laſt Look to heighten my — 
And then to reſt for ever 


Biron meets 95 


2 Bir Deſpair ! and reſt for ever Tlabella | / 
F 5 8 ** Words are far from thy Condition; 


And 
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And be they ever 6 I heard thy „ | 

And could not bear thy Abſence : Che, my Love % 

You have ſtaid long, 19 5 s nothing, nothing ſure 

Now to deſpair of in ſucceeding Fate. 

Ja. I am contented to be miſerable, _ 

But not this Way: I've been too long abus'd, 

And can believe no more; "4 

Let me ſleep on, to be deceiv d no more. r 

Bir. Look up, my Love, I never did deceive ther, . 5 

Nor ever can; believe thyſelf, thy Eyes . 

T har firſt inflam'd, and lit me to my Love, 
Thoſe Stars, that Kill muſt guide me to my Joys. 

Ja. And me to my undoing : I look round 
And find no Path, but leading to the Grave. 

Bir. I cannot underſtand 8 

2 My good Friends above, : 
I thank *em, have at laſt found out a Way . 

To make my Fortune perfect ; having you, 
1 need no more; my Fate is finiſned here. 
1 Bir. Both our ill Fates, I hope 
| Ja. Hope is a lying, fawnin bins, 

} That ſhews the fair Side only of our Fortunes, 
Io cheat us eaſier into our Fall; 
A truſted Friend, who only can betray you ; ; 
Never believe him more—If Marriages 
= Are made in Heav'n, they ſhould be happier: 
= Why was I made this Wretch ? ) 
—_ Bir. Has Marriage made thee wretched'? 
| Ja. Miſerable, beyond the Reach of Comfort. 
Bir. Dol live to hear thee wy ſo ? $ 97, | 
Ta. Why! what did Ifay? ?? 

Bir. That I have made thee miſerable; I 

Ja. No: You are my only earthly Happineſs ; 

And my falſe Tongue bely'd' wy honeſt ert, 

If it ſaid otherwiſe, 

Bir. And yet you ſaid, | . 77 
Your Marriage made you miſerable. | 2 
Ia. I know not what I ſaid. WET 

Tf ve ſaid too much, unleſs | could ſpeak al. bas 


N 
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Bir. Thy Words are wild; my Eyes, my Ears, my 
Heart, 
Were all ſo full of thee, ſo i employ'd- 
In Wonder of thy Charms, I could not find it; 


Now I perceive it plain 
Ja. You'll tell no Body 


Diſtractedi. 
Bir. Thou art not well. 
1a. Indeed, Iam not; I knew that before, 
But where's the Remedy ? 
Bir, Reſt will relieve thy Cares: Come, come; no 
a more; . 
Il baniſh Sorrow from thee. 
Ja. Baniſh firſt the Cauſe. 
Bir. Heav'n knows how willingly. ' 
Ja. You are the only Cauſe. 
Bir. Am I the Cauſe? the Cauſe of thy Misfor- 
tunes? 
Ja. The fatal innocent Cauſe of all my Woes. 
Bir. Is this my Welcome Home? This the Reward 
Of all my Miſeries, long Labours, Pains, 
And pining Wants of wretched Slavery, 
Which l've out-liv*d, only in Hopes of thee ! 
Am I thus paid at laſt for deathleſs Love? 
And call'd the Cauſe of thy Misfortunes now? 
1a. Enquire no more; *twill be explain'd too ſoon, 
[ She is going off. 
Bir, What! Car'ſt thou leave me too 
[He ftays ber. 


Tſa. Pray let me 20: 

For both our Sakes, permit me 
Bir. Rack me not with Imaginations 

Of Things impoſſible——Thou can'ſt not mean 


What thou haſt ſaid—Yet ſomething ſhe muſt mean. 
—*T was Madneſs all—Compoſe thyſelf, my Love! 
The Fit is paſt all may be well again: | 

* us to Bed. 


== 
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Th. To Bed! You've rais'd the Storm 

Will ſever us for ever: O my Biron 

While I have Life, ſtill I muſt call you mine: 

I know I am, and always was, unworthy 

To be the happy Partner of your J.ove ; 

And now muſt never, never ſnare more. 

But, oh ! if ever I was dear to you, 

As ſometimes you have thought me, on my Knees, 

(The laſt Tume I ſhall care to be OY - 

I beg you, beg to think me innocent, 

Clear of all Crimes, that thus can baniſh me 

From this World's Comforts, i in my loſing you. 
Bir. Where will this end? 
Ja. The rugged Hand of Fate has got between 


Our meeting Hearts, and — them from their Joys: 


Since we muſt part 

Bir. Nothing ſhall ever part us. | | 

Ja. Parting's the leaſt that is ſet down for me : 
Heav'n has decreed, and we muſt ſuffer all. 

Bir. 1 know thee innocent : 1 know myſelf ſo: 
Indeed, we both have been unfortunate ; 
But ſure Misfortunes ne' er were Faults in Love. 

Ja. Oh! There's a fatal Story to be told; 
Be deaf to that, as Heav*n has been to me! 
And rot the Tongue that ſhall reveal my Shame: | 
When thou ſhalt hear how much thou haſt been wrong'd, 


How wilt thou curſe thy fond believing Heart, 
Tear me from the warm Boſom of thy Love, 
And throw me like a pois' nous Weed away: 


Can I bear that? Bear to be curſt and torn, 


And thrown out from thy Family and Name, 
Like a Diſeaſe ? Can I bear this from thee ? 


I never can: No, all Things have their End. 


When I am dead, forgive and pity me. . 
DLExit. 


Bir. Stay, my Jabella— 


What can ſhe mean? Theſe Doubtings will diſtract me: 
Some hidden Miſchief ſoon will burſt to _ "MES * 
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I cannot bear it I muſt be ſatisfied 
*Tis ſhe, my Wife, muſt clear this Darkneſs to me. 
She ſhall—if the fad Tale at laſt muſt come ; 
She is oN Fate, and beſt car 22 my Doom. 
| Exit. 


-. 


X 
„ 8 
Enter Biron, Nurſe following bim. 


2K. ec NE * 


Bir. F Know enough: Th' important Queſtion 

Of Life or Death, fearful to be reſolv'd, 
Is clear d to me: I ſee where it muſt end; 
And need enquire no more — Pray, let me have 
Pen, Ink, and Paper; I muſt write a While, 

And then Ill try to reſt—to reſt ! for ever, 
[Exit Nurſe. 
Poor Iſabella Now I know the Cauſe, 
The Cauſe of thy Diſtreſs, and cannot. wonder 
That it has turn'd thy Brain. If I look back 
Upon thy Loſs, it will diſtra&t me too, 
O, any Curſe but this might be remov'd! 
But twas the rancorous Malignity 
Of all ill Stars combin'd, of Heav'n and Fate 
Hold, hold my impious Tongue — Alas! I rave: 
Why do I tax the Stars, or Heav'n, or Fate? 
They are all innocent of driving us 
Into Deſpair ; they have not urg d my Doom. 
My Father, and my Brother are my Fates, 
That drive me to my Ruin. They knew well 
I was alive: Too well they knew how dear 
*. 3 my Wife no more! 
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How dear her Love was to me—Yet they ſtood, . 
With a malicious ſilent Joy, ſtood by, 

And ſaw her give up all my Happinels, 

The Treaſure of her Beauty, to another ; 

Stood by, and ſaw her marry'd to another : 

O cruel Father! and unnatural Brother 

Shall I not tell you that you have undone me ? 

I have but to accuſe you of my Wrongs, 

And then to fall forgotten Sleep or Death 
Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my Pains : 
Either is welcome ; but the Hand of Death 


Works always ſure, and beſt can cloſe my Eyes. 
| Exit Biron. 


Euter Nurſe and Sampſon. 


Nurſe. Here's ſtrange Things towards, Sampſon : 
What will be the End of *em, do you think ? 

Samp. Nay, marry Nurſe, I can't fee ſo far; but the 
Law, I believe, is on Biron, the firſt Huſband's Side, 
Nurſe. Yes; no Queſtion, he has the Law on his Side. 

Samp. For I have heard, the Law ſays, a Woman muſt 
be a Widow, all out ſeven Years, before ſhe can marry 

again, according to Law. 
Murſe. Ay, ſo it does; and our Lady has not been a 
Widow altogether ſeven Years. 

Samp. Why then, Nurſe, mark my Words, and ſay 
I told you ſo : The Man muſt have his Mare again, and 
all will do well. 

Nurſe. But if our Maſter Villeroy comes back again— 

Smp. Why, if he does, he is not the firſt Man that 
has had his Wife taken from him. 

' Nurſe. For fear of the worſt, will you go to the old 
Count; deſire him to come as ſoon as he can; there may 
be Miſchief, and he js able to prevent it. 

. Now you ſay ſomething; now I take you, Nur/e; 
that will do well, indeed : Miſchief ſhould be preveated ; 
a little Thing will make a Quarrel, when there's a Won 
man in the Way. I'II about i it infſtantly—— [Exp. 
S E E N * Ng 
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SC E N E drawn, ſhews Biron afleeþ. on 4 
| „„  L 


Iſabella comes in to him. 


Ja. Aſleep ſo ſoon! Oh happy! happy thou! 
Who thus canſt ſleep I never ſhall ſleep more. 
If then to ſleep be to be happy, he _ | 
Who ſleeps the longeſt, is the happieſt ; | 

Death is the longeſt Sleep. Oh ! have a Care, 
Miſchief will thrive apace. Never wake more. 
33  * _ [Zo Biron. 
If thou didſt ever love thy Jabella, | 
To-morrow muſt be Dooms-day to thy Peace. 
The Sight of him diſarms ev'n Death itſelf. 
The ſtarting Tranſport of new quick'ning Life 
Gives juſt ſuch Hopes, and Pleaſure grows again 
With looking on him Let me look my laſt— 
But is a Look enough for parting Love! 
Sure I may take a Kiſs where am I going! 
Help, help me, Villeroy Mountains and Seas 
Divide your Love, never to meet my Shame. 7 
[Throws herſelf upon the Floor; after a ſhort Pauſe, 
ſhe raiſes herſelf upon her Elbow. | 
What will this Battle of the Brain do with me 
This little Ball, this ravag'd Province, long 
Cannot maintain The Globe of Earth wants Room 
And Food for ſuch a War II find I'm going- | 
Famine, Plagues, and Flames, 
Wide Waſte and Deſolation, do your Work 
Upon the World, and then devour yourſelves. 
he Scene ſhifts faft [She riſes. ] and now *tis - 
better with me; 2 | 
Conflicting Paſſions have at laſt unhing'd - 
The great Machine; the Soul itſelf ſeems chang'd ; 
Oh, *tis a happy Revolution here ! 7, HS 
The reas' ning Faculties are all depos'd ; 9 
Judgment, and Underſtanding, Common Senſe, 


Me 
| Driv'n 
: PE ee 
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Driv'n out, as Traitors to the public Peace. 

Now I'm reveng'd upon my Memory, | 

Her Seat dug up, where all the Images 

Of a long miſ-ſpent Life, were riſing ſtill, 

To. glare a ſad Reflection of my Crimes, 

And (ſtab a Conſcience thro' em: You are ſafe, 

You Monitors of Miſchief ! What a Change! 

Better and better ſtill ! This is the Infant State 

Of Innocence, before the Birth of Care, 

My Thoughts are ſmooth as the Ein Plains, 

Without a Rub : The drowſy falling Streams 

Invite me to their Slumbers. 

Wou'd I were landed there [ Sinks into a Chair, 
What Noiſe was that! A knocking at the Gate ! 

It may be Villeroy No matter who. 

Bir. Come, Jabella, come 

1a. Hark! I am call'd. 

Bir. You ſtay too long from me. 7 
Ja. A Man's Voice! in my Bed! how came he there? 


| [Riſes 
Nothing but Villany in this bad World ; Ry. 
Coveting Neighbours Goods, or Neighbours Wives ; 
Here's Phyſick for your Fever. | 
[Draws a Dagger, and goes backward to the Couch. 
Breathing a Vein is the old Remedy. 
If Husbands go to Heav'n, 
Where do they go that ſend *em ?—This to try— 
[ut going to ſtab bim, he riſes, ſhe knows him, 
What do I ſee! 4 1 1 [and forieks. 
Bir. Iſabella! arm'd! * 
1a. Againſt my Husband's Life 
Who, but the Wretch, moſt reprobate to Grace, 
Deſpair e er hardned for Damnation, 
Could think of ſuch Deed ! Murder my Husband ! 
Bir. Thou didſt not think it. 
1/a. Madneſs has brought me to the Gates of Hell, 
And there has leſt me. O, the frightful Change 
Of my Diſtractions! Or, is this Interval oh 
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Of Reaſon, but to aggravate my Woes ; 
o drive the Horror back with greater Force 
/ Upon my Soul, and fix me mad for ever? 
ZBir. Why doſt thou fly me ſo ? | 
Ja. I cannot bear his Sight; Diſtraction, come 
Poſſeſs me all, and take me to thyſelf ; | 
Shake off thy Chains, and haſten to my Aid; — 
Thou art my only Cure—— like other Friends, 
He will not come to my Neceſlities ; 


Then I muſt go to find the Tyrant out ; 
Which is the neareſt Way? 
| | Running out. 


Bir. Poor [/abella, ſhe's not in a Condition 
To give me any Comfort, if ſhe could : 
Loſt to herſelf—as quickly I ſhall be - | 
To all the World Horrors come faſt around me ; 
My Mind is overcaſt—the gath'ring Clouds 
Darken the Proſpe&t—I approach the Brink, - 
And ſoon muſt leap the eee O, Heav'n! 
While yet my Senſes are my own, thus kneeling 
Let me implore thy Mercies on my Wife, 
Releaſe her from her Pangs ; and if my Reaſon, 
O'erwhelm'd with Miſeries, fink before the Tempeſt, 
Pardon thoſe Crimes Deſpair may bring upon me. 


- [ Riſes. 
Enter Nurſe. a 


| Nurſe. Sir, ther's Somebody at the Door muſt nal | 
ſpeak with you; he won't tell his Name. 
. Bir, I come to him—— 


Tis Bellford, I ſuppoſe; he little knows © 
Of what has happen'd here; I wanted him 
Muſt emp loy his F riendſhip, and then 3 : 20 . 


. [Exit Nurſe. 
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SCENE changes to the Street. 
Carlos enters with three Ruffians. 


Car. A younger Brother ! I was one too long, 
Not to prevent my being ſo again— 
We muſt be ſudden— Younger Brothers are 
But lawful Baſtards of another Name ; 
Thruſt out of their Nobility of Birth 
And Family, and tainted into Trades. 
Shall I be one of them? Bow, and retire, 
To make more Room for the unwieldy Heir 
To play the Fool m ! No— | 
But how ſhall I prevent it ? Biron comes 
To take Poſſeſſion of my Father's Love; 
Would that were all; there is a Birth-right too © 
That he will ſeize—Beſides, if Brron lives, r 
He will unfold ſome Practices, which T 
Cannot well anſwer—therefore he ſhall die; | 
This Night muſt be diſpos'd of : Thave Means wo 
That will not fail my Purpoſe—Here he comes. 


19 
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[Enter Biron. 


Bir. Ha! am I beſet? I live bur to revenge me, 
[They ſurround him, fighting ; Villeroy enters with 
two Servants ; they reſcue him; Carlos and bis 
Party fly. 
Vi. How are you, Sir? mortally hurt, I fear: 
Take Care, and lead him in. 

Bir. I thank you for the Goodneſs, Sir; tho? wee 
Beſtow'd upon a very Wretch ; and Death, ' 
Tho' from a Villain's Hand, had been to me Ty 
An Act of Kindneſs, and the Height of Mercy— 4 


But I tank you, Sir. 
[He 16 led j "Y 


7 
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SCENE changes to the Infide of the Houſe. 
5 Enter Ifabella. 


Ia Murder my Haha! S Oh! I __ not dare 
To think of living on; my deſperate Hand, 
In a mad Rage, may offer it again : 
Stab any where but there. Here's Room enough 
In my own Breaſt, to a& the Fury in, 
The proper Scene of Miſchief. Villeroy comes; 
Villeroy and Biron come: O! hide me from em 
They rack, they tear; let em carve out my Limbs, 
Divide my Body to their equal Claims: 
My Soul is only Biron's; that is free, 
And thus I ſtrike for him, and Liberty. 
[Going to ſtab herſelf, Villeroy runs in, and prevents 
her, by taking the Dagger from her. 
. Vil. Angels defend and ſave thee! __ 
Attemp t thy precious Life ! the Treaſury 
Of Nature Sweets! Life of my little World! 
Lay violent Hands upon thy innocent Self! 
Ja. Swear I am ebe and I'll believe you: 
What would you have with me? Pray, let me g. 145 
— Are you there, Sir? You are the very Man 21. 
Have done all this Tou would have made 
Me believe you married me; but the Fool 
Was wiſer, I thank you: Tis not all Goſpel 
You Men preach upon that Subject. 
; Vil. Doft thou not know me ? 
Ja. yes, very well. 


* 


ex On bim; 

You are the Widow's Cas that marries - 

Any Woman, when her Huſband's out of the Way : 

But I'll neyer, never take your Word again. | 
. I am thy loving wo raph 
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Je. J have none; no Huſband—— a) 
Never had por one, and he dy d at Candy, . 
Did he not? I'm ſure you told me ſo; you, 

Or ſomebody, with juſt ſuch a lying Look, 
As you have now : Speak, did he not die there ? 

Vil. He did, my Life! 

Ja. But ſwear it, quickly ſwear. 


Biron enters bloody, and leaning upon his Sword. 


Before that 2 Evidence appears, 
In bloody Proof 


* e ſeeing Biron, — — into 4 Chair; Vil, Belps ber. 
Vil. Help there: Nurſe, where are you? 
Ha ! I am diſtracted too 

[ Going / to call for Help, ſees Biron. 
Biron alive | 


Bir. The only Wretch on Earth that muſt not live. 
Vil. Biron, or Villeroy muſt not, that's decreed. 
Bir. You've ſav*'dme from the Hands of Murderers : 
Would you had not, for Life's my greateſt Plague; ; 
And then, of all the World, you are the Man 

I would not be oblig'd to Habella 

I came to fall before thee : I had dy d 

Happy, not to have found your Villerey here: 


ns Fare and a laſt Parting Kiſs. | 
[Kifſes ber. 
Hil A Kiſs, Confuſion ! it muſt be your laſt. 
[Draws. 


(Br. I know it muſt—here I give up that Death 

0 You but delay'd : Since what is paſt has been 

The Work of Fate, thus we * — it: 
Thruſt * be ſure— 


87 Alas | he faints|! Some Help there. 

Bir. *Tis all in vain, my Sorrows ſoon will end, 
0 Villeroy let a ide Wretch intreat you, 2 = 
2 . {Ta 


& 


: [Faints. 
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To take this Letter to my Father—my 1/abella ! 
Coud'ſtthoubur hear me, my laſt Words ſhould bleſs thee. 
I cannot, tho? in Death, bequeath her to thee. 

| [To Villeroy. 
But cou'd I hope my Boy, my little One, 
Might find a Father in thee—O, I faint ! 
I can no more—Hear me Heay'n! O! ug 
My Wife, my {abella—Bleſs my Child ! 
And take a poor unhappy—— a Dies. 
Vil. He's gone :—Let what will be the Conſequence, 
II give it him. I have involv'd myſelf, 
And would be clear'd ; that muſt be thought on now. 

My Care of her is loſt in wild Amaze. 

[Going to Iſabella. 
Are you all dead within there? Where, where are you? 
Exit. 


— 


Iſabella comes to herſelf, 


Jo. Where have I been? Methinks I ſtand upon 

The Brink of Life, ready to ſhoot the Gulph 

That lies between me and the Realms of Reſt : 

But ſtill detain'd, I cannot paſs the Strait 

Deny'd to live, and yet I muſt notdie: - 
| Doom'd to come back, like a complaining Ghoſt, 

To my unbury'd Body Here it lies * 
| [ Throws berſelf by Biron- 5 Boch. | 

My Body, Soul, and Life. A little Duſt, 

To cover our cold Limbs in the dark Grave— 

There, there we ſhall op: ſafe and ſound together. 


Ener Villeroy with 3 | np 4 


771. PoorWretch! upon the Ground! She's — ey = 
Remove her from the Bod. = 


Ja. Never, never: 

You have divorc'd us once, but ſhall no more. 

125 help me, Biron : mnt; d ,ẽ, | 
3 | O, 9 5 I 
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O, Murder! Murder]! You have done this Deed! 
Vengeance and Murder ! Bury us bac prac 3 
0 Do any Thing but part us. 

Vil. Gently, gently raiſe her | 
She muſt be fore d — if . 
She drags t after her. et Ber into 

hair! ks, and carry her bo 
ae. O, they tear me] Cut off my Hands— 
Loet me leave te hing with him; 
They'll claſp him faſt—— 
O cruel, cruel Men 
This you muſt anſwer one Day. 

Ah Good Nurſe, take Care of her: 
| [Nurſe follows ber 
Send for all Helps : All, all that I am worth, 
Shall cheaply buy her Peace of Mind again. 
Be ſure you do, [To a Servant; 
Juſt as I order'd you. The Storm grows loud — 
| [ Knocking at the Door. 

I am prepar d for it. Now let them in. 


Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Bellford, Friends, with 
e. | 


C. Bald. O, do J live to this unhappy Day! 
Where is my wretched Son ? | 
Car. Where is my Brother? 
[They ſee him, and gather about the Body. 
Vil. J hope in Heav*n. 
Car. Canſt thou pity him? 
Wiſh him in Heav*n! when thou haſt done a Deed, 
That muſt forever cut thee from the — 
Of ever coming there. 
Vil. ] do not blame you- 
Tou have a Brother's Right to be concern'd 
For his untimely Death — —— 
Car. Untimely Death, indeed! | 
9 1 But 1 "eo muſt not ſay, Iv was the Cauſe. 


The FaTAL MARRIAGE. 55 I 
Car. Not you the Caule! Win, who bond under dan 2 
We do not ask you to accuſe yourſelf ; _ Rh: 
2 1 _ ſay, that you have murder'd him; 
5 elſe, till Juſtice draws 
Ade, at - loud Call of Blood, 
2 —_— ſo foul a Murderer. 
Bel. Poor Biron! Is this thy Welcome Home 
Friend. Riſe, Sir, there is a Comfort in Reve 
Which yet is left you. [7 o C. Bald 
Car. Take the Body hence. 
[Biron carry 'd off. 


C. Bald. What could provoke you? 
Nil. Nothing could provoke me 
To a baſe Murder; which I find you think 
Me guilty of. I know my Innocence: 
My Servants too can witneſs that I drew 
My Sword in his Defence, to reſcue him. 
Bel. Let the Servants be call d. 
Fr. Let's hear what they can „ 
Car. WW they can fay Why, what ſhould Servants 
a 
They're 2 Accomplices, his Inſtruments, 
And will not charge themſelves. If they <0" do 
A Murder for his Service, they can lye, 
Lye nimbly; and ſwear hard to bring him off. 
You ſay, you drew your Sword in his Defence : 
Who were his Enemies? Did he need Defence? 
Had he wrong'd any one? Could he have: Cauſe 
To apprehend a Danger, but from you? 
And yet you reſcu'd him!—No, no, he came 
Unſeaſonably, (that was all his Crime) * 


Unluckily to interrupt your Sport: 
You were new marry*d—marry'd to his Wife ; 


And therefore you, and ſhe, and all of you, 

(For all of you I muſt believe concern*d) ' | 

Combin'd to murder him out of ths WY; 43 
"Bell, If it be — | TE 

| F. Indeed it has a Face—— | 
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"4 


3 th. Ge. ca a \ 1 — 
A OTE __ ae " — 0 * 
* 4 4 R * 4 * 5 4 | Sw 9 : 
# 8 g 


of * = — * * 
1 28 
1 s 
* -. 
* X * : » 1 2 
by - 
* 
8 y 
* > 4 
. Ig. 
14 — 


Cur. As black as Hell. Nd e 

C. Bald. The Law will me do Juſtice: Send for the 
Magiffrate. | 

Car. III denken for ume LR 

Vil. Theſe ſtrong Preſumptions, I muſt own, "itideed, 


Are violent againſt me ; but I have 
A Witneſs, and on this Side Heav n too. 


— Open that Door. 


Dor opens, and Pedro is $ * 2 
Vi.illeroy's Servants. 


Here's one can tell you all. | 
* Ped. All, all: Save me but from the Rack, Pll con- 


1 


Vil. You and your Accomplices deſign? d 
To murder Biron — 


Ped. We did. 


Vil. Did you engage upon your private N 
Or were employ d? 
Ped. He neyer did us Wrong. 
Vil. You were ſet on then. 
Ped. We were ſet on. 
al. What do yon know of me? 
Ped. Nothing, nothing: 
You ſav'd his Life, and have discover d me. 
il. He has acquitted e, 10 
If you would be veſolvd of any thing, 
Fae ends upon his Anſwer. - '_ 
Bel. Who ſet you on to act this horrid Deed ? 
C. Bald. I'll know the Villain; give me quick his Name, 
Or I will tearit from thy n . _ 
"Ped. I will confeſs. 
C. Bald. Do then- [). 
Ped. It was my Mafter, cas your own 1 | } 
C. Bald. Oh monſtrous! monſtrous] moſt Wel! 


Bai. Did he employ you — is own 81 8 


dd. 
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Ped, He did; and he was with us when *twas done. 
C. Bald. If this be true, this horrid, r 
It is but juſt upon me: Biron's W 
Muſt be reveng d; and I the Cauſe of all. 
Fr. What will you do with him? 
C. Bald. Take him a- part. — 
I know too much. Pedro goes in. 
Vil. J had forgot—Your wretched, dying Son, 
Gave me this Letter for you. 
: [Gives it to Baldwin, 
I dare deliver it : If it ſpeaks of me, 
I pray to have it read. 2 | 
C. Bald. You know the Hand. | A 
Bel. I know *tis Biron's Hand. „ 


C. Bald. Pray read it. 4 


Bellford reads the Letter, 


* 


S1R, - ie. 


TJ Find Iam come only ROY my Death at your Door Jam 
now going out of the World; but cannot forgive you, nor 
my Brother Carlos, for not hindering ng my poor Wife Iſabella, 
from marrying with Villeroy; when you voth knew, Ern % 
many Letters, that Twas alive. 


* 


BIRON. 

1 How -d ren know it cher | 
C. Bald. Amazement! all. | 

Enter Carlos, with Officers. jp 


O Carlos! are you come? Your Brother here, 
Here, in a wretched Letter, lays his Death.” _ 1 
To you and me: Have you * wy 3 3 
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SAB. EL LA; er, 
Cr. Bleſs me, dir, J do any thing? Who, 11 
C. Bald. He talks of Letters that Wee ſent to vs: 
I never heard of any—Did vou e | 
He was alive ?. | 
Car. Alive! Hes n 2 
C. Bald. Had you N him, * s Report, 
Or Letter, never? 


Car. Never, never, I. : 
Bel. That's ſtrange indeed: i writ 


Jo lay before you the Condition 
[To C. Baldwin, 
Of his hard Slavery : And more I know, | 
That he had ſeveral Anſwers to his Letters: 32 
He ſaid, they came from you; F008 are his Brother. 
Car. Never from me. | 
Bel. That will appear 
The Letters I believe are till about "a ; 
For ſome of em I ſaw but Yeſterday. - 
C. Bald. What did thoſe Anſwers ſay ? 
Bel. I cannot ſpeak to the Particulars ; 
But I remember well, the Sum of em 
Was much the ſame, and all agreed, 
That there was nothing to be hop'd I you ; 
That *twas your barbarous Reſolution 
To let him periſh there. 
C. _ O Carlos! Carlos! hadſt ow been a 8 
Car. This is a Plot upon me; I never knew 
He was in Slavery, or was alive, 
Or heard of him, before this fatal Hour. 
Bel. There, Sir, I muſt confront you- 
He ſent you a Letter, to my Knowledge, laſt Night; ; 
And you ſent him Word you wou'd come to him: 


I fear you came too ſoon. 
C. Bald. *Tis all too plain. —- 


7 Briog out that Wretch' before him, 
[Pedro PR) 
Car. Ha! Pedro there Erben I am caught 1 a 
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The FATAL MAzntaor. _ 


Bel. You ſtart at Sight of him; _ 
He has confeſt the bloody Deed, © + 
Car. Well then, he has canfeſt, 
And I muſt anſwer it, 
Bel. Is there no more? 
Car. - would you have more? I know the 


= I ex expert 
Why haſt thou done all this? 
"Os: Why, that which damns moſt Men, has ruin'd 


me; 

The making of my Fortune. Biron ſtood 
Between me and your Favour: While he liv'd, 

I had not that; hardly was thought a Son, 

And not at all a-kin to your Eſtate. 

I could not bear a younger Brother's Lot, 

To live depending upon Courteſy—— 

Had you provided for me like a Father, 

I had been ſtill a Brother. 

C. Bald. Tis too true, 

I never lov'd thee, as I ſhould have done; 

It was my Sin, and I am puniſh'd fort. 

Oh! never may Diſtinction riſe again 

In Families : Let Parents be the ſame 

To all their Children ; common in their Care, 

And in their Love of *em—I am unhappy, 

For loving one too well. 

Vil. You knew your Brother liv'd; why did you take 

Such Pains to marry me to 1/abella ? 

Car. I had my Reaſons fort 
Vil. More than I thought you had. 
Car. But one was this 

I knew my Brother lov'd his Wife ſo well. 

That if he ever ſhould come Home again, 

He cou'd not long out-live the Loſs of her. _ 
Bel. If you rely'd on that, why did you kill him ? 
Car. To — all ſure. Now you are anſwer'd all. 

Where muſt 198 Iam i id of your is” Bald, 
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ISABELLA; or, 


C. Bald. I leave the Judge to tell thee what thou art; 
A Father cannot find a Name for thee. 
But Parricide is higheſt Treaſon, ſure, 
To facred Nature's Law; and muſt be fo, 
So ſentenc'd in thy Crimes. Take him away— 
The violent Remedy is found at laſt, 
That drives thee out, thou Poiſon of my Blood, 
Infected long, and only foul in thee. 
[Carlos led off. 


Grant me, ſweet Heav'n ! thy Patience to go thro? 

The Torment of my Cure—Here, here begihs 

The Operation — Alas! ſhe's mad. 

Enter Iſ. abella d; ftrafled, held by her Women; her Hair 
diſbevell d; her little Son running in before, being afraid 
of her. 


Vil. My Jabella ! Poor unhappy Wretch! 
What can I ſay to her? 

Ja. Nothing, nothing ; *tis a babbling World— 
PII hear no more on't. When does the Court fit ? 
Fl not be bought—What ! to ſell innocent Blood! 
You look like one of the pale Judges here, 

Mines, or Radamanth, or A acus 
I have heard of you. 

I have a Cauſe to try, an honeſt one ; 

Will you not hear it? Then I muſt appeal 

To the bright Throne—Call down the heav'nly Powers 
To witneſs how you uſe me. 

Mom. Help, help, we cannot hold her. 

Fil. You but enrage her more. 

C. Bald. Pray give her Way ; ſhe'll hurt no body. 

Ja. What have you done with him? He was here but 

now; 
I ſaw him here. Oh Him, Biron |! where, 
Where have they hid thee from me? He is gone 


Buf here's a litele flaming Cherubin 
Lu O e me, ſave me 4. 
| { Running to Baldwin. 


Ta, 


- 
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The Farir' Maia «ot 


Ia. The Mercury of Heav'n, with Silver Wigs, _ 
Impt for the F light to overtake his A 5. | 
And bring him back again. * : _— 
Child. ] fear ſhe'll kill me. _— 1 
C. Bald. She will not hurt thee. 
[G)be flings awd 
Ja. Will nothing do ! I did not hope to find 
Juſtice on Earth; tis not in Heav'n neither. 
Biron has watch'd his Opportunity- 
Softly; he ſteals it from the ſleeping Gods, 
And ſends it thus 


bal. bajel: . 
Now, now I laugh at you, a you all, 3 J 
You Tyrant-Murderer s. M 
Vi]. Call, call for Help: O Heay'n! this was too much. 
C. Bald. 05 thou moſt injur'd Innocence ! Yet live, 
Live but to witneſs for me to the World, 
How much I do repent me of the'Wron —_ 
Th*unnatural Wrongs, which I have heap'd on dee, - > 
And have pull'd down this Judgment on us all. 1 
Vi]. O ſpeak, ſpeak but a Word of Comfort to me. 
C. Bald. If the moſt tender Father's Cate and Lowe 
of thee, and thy poor Child, can make * 


O yet look up, and live. 

Ja. Where is that little Wretch ? 

, [L a ber. 

I die in Peace, to leave him to your Care. = 
I have a wretched Mother's Legacy, F 1 * 9 
A dying inn let me give it him, 1 1 
My Bleſſing; that, that's all I have to leave thee. 1 
O may thy! F ather's Virtues live in thee, . __—]} 
And all his Wrongs be buried in my Grave. A. 0 
| I» e. oY 4 4 ? 

Vil. She's gone, and all my Joys of Life with i 3 >" 
Where are your Officers of Taftice now?" 8 
Seize, bind me, drag me to the bloody Bar. = 
Accuſe, condemn me ; let the Sentence reach : . 
oy hated Life no matter how it comes, 3 & 
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it juſt, a. 
derts der d me: Elte how ſaon 
Coch! be pt the Pain of my Remembrance! 
Bur I muſt grow grey with ling'ring Grief, 
Taſte at laſt in Elling this ſad Tale. | 
8 Bald. Poor wretched Orphan of moſt wretched | 
= Parents! I I 8 
capir the Storm, thou'rt thrown upon a Rock, 
o periſh there: The very Rocks would me 


| Soften their Nature, ſure, to foſter thee : 


I by myſelf. My flinty Heart, 
That b Rock, on which thy Father ſtarv'd, 
| Opensi its Springs of Nouriſhment to thee : 
The 's not a Vein but ſhall run Milk for thee. 
O, had I pardon'd my poor Biron's Fault! 
His firſt, his only Fault—this had not been. 
To erring Youth there's ; me Compaſſion due; 
Hut while with Rigour you their Crimes purſue, | 
What's their Misfortune, is a Crime in you. 


Hence learn, offending Children to 3 ; 
ve 8 to Heav'n 


